chocolate, and during the war it was bully-beef hash and
biscuits, and wounds pulled you down, and after the war as you
bicycled about with your unwanted maps you inadequately
stilled your hunger with bread and cheese or joint and two veg.,
and then you ate miserably in aprixjixe restaurant in Paris,
and in those rackety nerve-absorbing years in Berlin you ate at
all hours of the day and night, and often drank and smoked
too much.

I had always had a vision of the day when I would get really
fit, but my conception of the process was exercise, more exercise,
and still more exercise, and I never thought about the dietary
side of the question, thinking that the main thing was to eat as
little as possible. I had always rather disliked eating, but now I
suddenly realized the inward strength that good food gives,
without it all your exercise is wasted, and I ate voraciously and
felt my limbs responding, obediently as I strove after the
machine-like precision of the crawl and played tennis better
than I ever had before, and in the evening sat down to write
with a head as clear as the water of Lake Geneva itself.

So I stood up in the boat, soaped off the sunburn oil, said
Bon Jour to the Dent du Midi, which answered politely, Bon
Jour, Sir Reed, and plunged in and swam round in a circle
and then chased after my boat and climbed in and frisked
myself down with a rough towel, and thanked God for the
Dardanelles.

The Dardanelles had been always with me, more or less; I
could not describe them, but felt that I should know them, like
the elephant, if I saw them. Far back in the war, when we
were stuck in the mud in Flanders, we had for a time reposed
great hopes in our distant comrades who were getting through
the Dardanelles, until we realized that they were just as badly
stuck as we were.

It was, it seemed, one of those typically British enterprises
which only British pluck and British brains venture upon.
Headlong you hurled yourself upon an enemy impregnably
fortified, as on the Somme, as at Passchendaele, and after great
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